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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow. 

Thinking this voycc an armed Englifliman. 

Shall that vi&orious hand be feebled heere, 

That in your Chambers gaue you chafticcment ? 

No: know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 

And like an Eagle, o’rc his ayerie towres. 

To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft; 

And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolrs, 
you bloudy Nero’s, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your decre Mothcr-England:.blu(li for fliame: 

For your owne Ladies, and palc-vifag'd Maides, 

Like Ama^onS) come -tipping after drummes: 

Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change. 

Their Needl’s to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

T>ol. There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs: Far thee well, 
Wehold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brablcr. 

Pan* Giue me lcaue to fpeakc. 

Baft. No, I will fpeakc. 

Dot. We will attend to neythcr: 

Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our interefi, and our being hecrc. 

Baft. Indeedc your drums being beatcn,wil cry out; 
And fofliaU you,being beaten : Do but fiart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumtne. 

And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brac’d. 

That fhail reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. 

Sound but another, and another ihall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins eare. 

And mocke the deepc mouth’d Thunder: for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate heere. 

Whom he hath vs’d rather for fport, then ncede) 

Is warlike lohn : and in his fore-head fits 
A bare-tib'd death, whofc office is this day 
Tofcaftvpon whole thoufands of the French. 

Hoi. Strike vp our drummes, to finde this danger out. 
Baft* And thou flialc finde it (Dolphin)do not doubt 

ExiUUt. 


Sc£na Inertia. 


The life and death of.Kftngfohn . 


Alarums* Enter lohn and Hubert* 

lohn . How gees the day with vs? oh tell me Hubert. 
Hub. Badly I fcare; how fares your Maiefty ? 
lohn . This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lyes heauie on r*e ; oh, my heart is fickc. 

Enter a CMcffengcr. 

Mef. My T-ord : your valiant kinfma uFaiconbridge, 
Defires your Maieftie to leaue the field. 

And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

lohn* Tell him toward Smnjled, to the Abbey there. 
C Ale ft Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply. 
That was expeefted by the Dolphin heere, 

Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 

This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, 

The French fight coldly,and retyre thtmfelues. . \ 

lohn. Aye me,this tyrant Feauer burnes mec vp, 

And will not let me welcome this good newes. 

Set on to war dSivinfted: to mv Litter ftraight, 
Weakneffc pofieffeth me, and I am faint. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Sal. 


Enter Salisbury, ?embroke,and'Bj m 
I did not thinke die King fo ftor’d withf • 
Pent. Vp once againe: put fpirit in the French ^ 
If they mifearry : we mifearry too. Ch > 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Faleonbridoe 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day . & * 

Pent, They fay King lohn fore fick, hathieftth.fi tJ 
Enter Mtloon wounded. e 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England hec 
Sal. When we were happie, we had other n V™ * 
Pern. It is the Count Meloone. es ' 

SaL Wounded to death. 

Mel. Fly Noble Englifli, you are bought and Au 
Vnthrcd the rude eye of Rebellion, 

And welcome home againe difearded faith 
Seeke out King lohn, and fall before his fate • 

For if the French be Lords of this loud day. 

He meanes to recompence the paines youYake 
By cutting oflfyour heads: Thus hath he fwornr 
And I with him, and many moe with nice * 
Vpon the Altar 2tS. Bdmortdsbury, 

Euen on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be polfible ? May this be true { 

Mel. Haue I not hideous death within my view 
Retaining but a quantity oflife, * 

Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolueth from his figure 'gainft the fire ? 

What in the world ftiould make me now decciuc 
Since I muft loofc the vfe of all dcccite? 

Why fliould I then be fallc, fince it is true 
That I muft dye heere, and liuc hence, by Truth ? 

I (ay againe, if Ltwu do win the day, 

He isforfwornc, ifere tliofc eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 

But euen this night, whofc blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Ofthe old, feeble, and day-wcaricd Sunnc, 

Euen this ill night, your breaching (hall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 

Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lines: 

If Lewis, by your alsiftancc win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 

The loue of him, and this reipeift befidcs 
(For that my Grandfirc was an Englifliman) 

Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant ofmy thoughts 
In peace: and part this bodieand try foule 
With contemplation, and deuout defires, 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and befhrcw my foule, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this moft faire occafion, by the which 
We will vntread the fteps of damned flight. 

And like a bated and retiredFlood, 

Leauing ounranknefle and irregular courfe, 

Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue orc-loOlt’d, 

And calmely run on in obedience 

Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lohn. 

: My arme fhail giue thcc hclpe to beare fhee hence, 
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F0t h InSneeye? Awayftny friends, new flight, 
Mjg ;Scffe,chJtintend. old right. - 
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Baft. Brcefcthen: and what’s the newes? 


Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Dolphin, and his Traine. 

„ 1 The Sun ofheauen(me thought)was loth to fet; 
Rudtaid.and made the Wefterne Welkin bluili, 
X nEl |alifli mcafurebackward their owne ground 
t f int Retire: Oh brauely came we off, 

When with a volley of our.ccdleflefiwt 
After fuch bloody toile. we bid good night. 

And woon’d our tott’ring colours clearly vp, 
foftin the field, and almoft Lords ofit. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jMef' Where is my Prince, chc Dolphin ? 

Dili Heere: what newes ? 

Mef The Count Trleloont is flainc: ThcEnglifn Lords 
By his perfwafion, are againe falne off, 

A nd your fupply, which you haue wifti’d fo long. 

Arc caft away, and funke on Coodwtn fands. 

Dol. Ah fovtle,{brew’d newes. Bcflirew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart: 

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King lohn did flie an houre or two before 
Thettumbling night did part our wcarie powres? 

Mcf. Who euerfpokeit.it is true my Lord. 

A)*/.\Vell : keepe good quarter,& good care tonight. 
The day (had not be vp fofooncasl, 

■fotry the faire aduentureofto morrow. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Baftard and Hubert .fetter ally* 

Hub. Whofc there t Speakc hoa, fpeake quickcly, or 
I fhootc. 

Baft* A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Baft. Whether doc ft thou go ? 

Hub. What’s that to thcc ? 

Why may not I demand of thine affaires^ 

As well as thou of mine ? 

Btfi. Hubert , I thinke. 

Hub* Thou haft a perfect thought: 

I will vpon all hazards Well bclccue 

Thou art my friend, that know’ft my tongue fo well: 

Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt: arrd if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plant agenets . 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance: thou,&endlesnight, 
Haue done me ftiame: Braue Soldier, pardon tncp 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue. 

Should feape the true acquaintance of mine eare. 

Baft. Come, come: fans complement. What newes 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night 
To finde you out. 


Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke,fearefull, comfortlcffc, and horrible. 

Taft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes, 

I am no woman, lie not fwound at ic. 

Hub. The King I fcare is poyfon’d by a Monke, 

I left him almoft (peechleflc, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might 
The better arme you to the fodaine time. 

Then if you had at leifure knowne of this. 

Taft. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ? 

Hub. A Monke I tell you, a refolued villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out: The King 
Yet fpeakes, and peraduenturemay recouer. 

Baft Who didft thou leaue to tend his Maiefty ? 

Hub/ Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backe. 

And brought P. ince Henry in their companie. 

At whofe requeft the king hath pardon’d them, 

And they are all about his Maiettie. 

Taft. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power, 
lie cell thee Hubert , halfe my power this night 
Pafsing thefe Flats, arc taken by theTide, 

Thefe Lincolne-Wafhes haue deuoured them. 

My ielfe, well mounted, hardly haue efcap’d# 

Away before: Conduft me to the king, 

I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exeunt 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Prince Henry 5 SalUburie , and Bigot . 

Hen. It is too late, the file of all hisbtood 
Is touch’d, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which foenefuppoiethefoules fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 

Fore-tcll the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His Highnefle yet doth fpcak, & holds beleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre. 

It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifon which aflayleth him. 

Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard hecrc: 
Dothhcftill rage* 

Pem • He is more patient 
Then when you left him; euen now he fung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneflc: fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feclcthcmfclues. 

Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts 
Lcaues them inuifible, and his feige is now 
A gain ft the winde, the which he prickes and wounds 
With many legions offtrange fantafies, 

Which in their throng, and preffc to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelucs. *Tis ftrange j death fhold fing: 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan, 

Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death. 

And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings 
His foule and body to their lading reft. 

Sal . Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefle, and fo rude. 

John brought tn* 

lohn* I marrie, now my foule hath elbow roome, 

It 














































































